BY PP. B. WEST, 


Tow shall we welcome thee-May = 
What offerings shall we bring ? 

For annual gifts and rich display, 
Of opening flowers, that smile to day, 

For the pleasant hours and thoughts you brin; 
And the fresh coronal wreaths of spring. 


Loved is our fair May Queen, 
With her diadem of flowers! 

In fairy fingers now are scen 
The fruit of April showers, 

The violet banks, and cowslips cup, 
Anemone just waking up. 


On a high and pendant branch, 
O’er hanging the wandering stream, 
’Midst the tassels of the birch, 
Allinterlaced betwee Nn, 
The oriole isafe retreat, 
Her song of joy will ere repeat, 


Sweet as the vespers fall 

That cheer the fainting soul, 
So thy sweet influence May, 

AS changing seasons roll, 
Reminder of that changing life 

Inyolying all in natures strife. 


Soft blow the breezes where 
Stern winter in terror reigned; 
Quick mounts the life-blood there, 
Now in kindling warmth retained, 
The incense uf grateful hearts we bring, 
And weleome thee May-thou queen of sprng 
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